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new suit embroidered with spangles, my lace, my silk stock-
ings, all were spoilt. The next day I had to go to town to
get new things, and returned in twenty-four hours; but de
Fabris told me that the author of the trick had not come
forward.
A sequin given adroitly here and there put me in posses-
sion of the secret. My tormentor was a Greek merchant,
named Demetrio, a man of about forty-five, a good amiable
fellow, who owed me a grudge for cutting him out in the
affections of a pretty waiting-maid. I meditated revenge,
and a funeral which occurred just then in the village
prompted me.
Armed with rny hunting-knife, I went alone to the
cemetery at midnight; I disinterred the corpse, cut off one
of its arms, rearranged the grave, and went off to my room
with the severed arm.
Next night I retired early, and hid myself under Deme-
trio's bed. Presently he came in, undressed, put out his light,
and disposed himself to slumber.
By and by I began to pull at the bedclothes; gently he
recovered them, saying laughingly: 'Whoever you are, go
away, and leave me to sleep, I do not believe in ghosts. You
will get no fun out of me.'
I waited five or six minutes, and then began again, but
this time, when he attempted to pull the coverings into place,
I tugged them in the opposite direction.
He sat up and tried to seize hold of the hand which was
pulling the blanket; as he grabbed for it I substituted the
dead hand for mine. Thinking he had caught the man or
woman who was teasing him, he drew it towards him. I
held tight for a minute or two, then suddenly let go, and
tlie Greek fell back on his pillow, grasping the ice-ccli
hand; he did not say a word.
The farce was played, I walked softly to the door, re-
gained my own room, and got into bed.
Next morning I was awakened by the sound of people
running up and down the corridor. On going to my door, I

